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In  reissuing  the  songs  of  the  late  Dr.  MacLachhin,  the 
Association  is  actuated  by  a  desire  to  give  their  countrjiiien, 
in  a  handy  fonn  a  measure  of  the  imre  mother  tongue,  which 
is  at  once  healthy,  elevating,  and  inviting  ;  and  they  hope 
that  while  this  may  be  of  more  peculiar  interest  in  their  own 
native  districts,  it  will  prove  acceptable  to  the  Gaelic-speak- 
ing people  at  large. 

To  a  people  essentially  poetic,  but  whose  force  of  si)irit  is 
now  because  of  oppression  sadly  abated,  it  is  hoped  that  these 
songs  though  their  bulk  be  not  large,  nor  their  literary  merit 
very  high,  contain  so  much  of  the  true,  healthy  Gaelic  life 
and  language  as  will  make  them  very  welcome.  The  morbid 
hopelessness  which  stamps  the  face  of  every  poor  remnant  of 
a  departed  gxeatness  really  calls  for  what  of  healthy  breathing 
■can  be  communicated  to  them  by  their  fellows  who,  enjoying 
greater  freedom,  and  to  Avhom  life  being  real,  have  grown  up 
in  sympathy  -with  the  expressed  inspiration  of  their  best  life, 
beautifully  and  healthily  breathed  by  their  bards. 

Many  seek  life  and  get  unhealthy  excitement,  in  low  works 
of  ticti(jn,  and  the  effect  is  certainly  not  good.  The  healthy 
Highlander  has  no  pleasure  in  such  literatvire  ;  he  does  not- 
require,  and  d(^es  not  appreciate  excitement  of  this  kind,  but 


lie  has  a  pleasure  and  a  delight  in  the  beautiful,  the  pure,  and 
the  good,  as  these  are  so  well  set  forth  in  his  Gaelic  Ip-ic 
poetry.  There  are  exceptions  we  know  "  arising  on  the  side 
of  beauty  and  taste  from  vulgarity  ;  on  the  side  of  morals  and 
feeling  from  coarseness  ;  on  the  side  of  mind  and  spirit  from 
U3iintelligence,"  for  which  maladies  we  cannot  possibly  pres- 
cribe any  remedy  of  a  better  kind  than  this  savoury  morsel  of 
song  from  Dr.  MacLachlan. 

John  MacLachlan  was  born  at  the  fann-house  of  Rahoy,  in 
the  year  1804,  in  the  centre  of  a  district  whose  ancient  historj^, 
rich  traditional  lore,  and  gorgeous  scenery  all  combined  to 
make  it  peculiarly  a  home  of  inspiration. 

"  Morvern  and  Morn  and  Spring  and  Solitude  ! 

"  In  front,  is  not  the  scene  magnificent. 
And  bathing  its  winding  shores  on  the  north 

"  A  Highland  Loch — Loch  S\mart 

"  All  shadowed  there  as  in  a  spiritual  world 

"  Where  time's  mutations  shall  come  never  more  : 
The  beauty  seems 

' '  All  of  one  element  ;  nnr  wonder  finds 

"  An  end  of  wondering,  nor  Love  of  love 

"Gazing  together  down  the  ahj'ss  divine. 
Further  to  the  west  it  is  washed  by  the  mighty  flood  of  the 
Sound  of  Mull— 

' '  Dark  Mull  thy  mighty  Sound 

"  Where  thwarting  tides  in  mingled  roar 

"  Part  thy  swarth  hills  from  Morvern's  shore, 

Of  which  Sir  Walter  Scott  further  says 
''  In  fine  weather  a  grander  or  more  impressive  scene  both 
from  its  natural  beaiities,  and  associations  with  ancient  his- 
toiy  and  tradition  can  hardly  be  imagined."  To  the  testimony 
of  Professor  Wilson,  and  Sir  Walter  Scott,  it  is  not  necessary 
that  we  should  add,  that  of  the  many  other  wi-iters  who  de- 


dare  this  region  "  the  most  delightful  in  the  British  Islands."' 
It  was  here  then  that — 

"  Roaming  o'er  the  wilderness,  the  bard 

"  Whose  genius  gave  unto  his  native  glens 

"  A  beauty  and  a  glory  not  their  own, 

"  Peopling  the  mists  with  j)hantoms — the  wild  bard 

"  Whom  Morven  in  her  sacred  memories, 

' '  Dreaming  of  Ossian,  aye  will  link  with  pride 

"  To  that  great  son  of  song — 

"  Of  sunshine,  calms,  and  storms  of  thunder-gloom, 

"  Did  celebrate  the  virtues,  and  the  forms 

"  In  which  they  were  entwined 

' '  In  Gaelic  lyrics  untranslateable. 
His  father  was  of  the  family  of  Dunadd,  which  estate, 
famous  in  history  as  the  capital  of  the  ancient  kingdom  of  the 
Dalriads,  his  ancestors  long  possessed.  After  studying  Jle- 
dicine  in  the  University  of  Glasgow,  he  practised  his  ai-t  in 
his  native  district,  and  so  successful  was  he,  especially  in 
some  branches  of  his  profession,  that  his  fame  was  in,  all  the 
land.  In  Mull,  Morven,  Ardnamurchan,  and  Sunart,  his 
services  were  greatly  prized.  He  was  much  beloved  by  the 
130or,  and  commanded  their  confidence,  affection,  and  respect 
throughout  his  lifetime  in  a  peculiar  degree.  His  pro- 
fessional laliours  though  extensive  were  not  of  the  most 
remunerative  kind,  so  that  often  towards  the  close  of  his  life 
he  was  in  straitened  circumstances.  He  owned  a  small  pro- 
perty at  Dumbarton,  but  it  is  known,  and  here  mentioned 
to  the  honour  of  his  memory,  that  whatever  his  difficulties, 
however  much  his  need,  he  never  appropriated  one  penny  of 
the  income  from  this  source  but  uniformly  gave  it  towards 
the  comfortable  support  of  his  two  sisters,  one  of  whom  is 
yet  alive. 

According  to  a  peculiar  trait  of  their  character,  the  people 
antwined   his   life   with   many  wonderful,    and    marvellous 


incidents.  His  student  days  are  especially  eimched  by 
unspeakable  resurrectionist  adventvires.  We  with  abated 
breath,  have  often  heard  it  told  by  the  Oracle  of  the  '^CèlUdh'' 
vnih  a  creeping  pathos  that  made  the  very  oiliest  juvenile 
hair  stand  on  end,  how  in  one  of  these  adventures  the 
integi"ity  of  a  sack,  in  which  he  carried  oflf  a  "  subject"  giving 
way,  led  to  consequences  which  to  the  lay  mind  were  altoge- 
ther unearthly. 

"  He  liad  rehearsed  with  such  familiar  power, 
''With  .such  an  active  countenance,  an  eye 
"  So  busy,  that  the  tilings  of  which  he  spake 
"  Seemed  pre.>>ent  ; 

In  affairs  of  the  heart  his  accidents  are  no  less  wonderful 
and  accredited.  It  is  told  how  on  an  errand  of  this  nature  in 
which  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  cross  a  considerable  arm  of 
the  sea,  he  availed  himself  of  the  accommodation  of  a 
Highland  bull  that  happened  to  be  grazing  in  the  neighbour- 
hood in  order  to  get  across  more  conveniently.  Getting  the 
bull  afloat,  and  "  holding  on"  he,  it  is  said,  managed  to  effect 
a  fairly  expeditious  transit  in  this  unfamiliar  way.  He  was 
seen  in  the  course  of  his  progress  by  some  natives,  who,  not 
being  in  the  way  of  seeing  Highland  bulls  made  available  in 
this  manner,  were  not  slow  in  ascribing  his  transport  to 
another  uncouth  agent,  who  was  generally  accredited  with  a 
readiness  to  give  a  mysterious  assistance  to  certain  persons  ; 
and  on  this  occasion  the  matter  was  beyond  all  doubt  or 
hesitation,   "  for"  said  they  "  we  saw  his  horns." 

Nothing  short  of  a  special  providence  can  have  delivered 
him  from  the  many  straits,  into  which  he  often  led  himself 
in  affairs  of  this  kind,  but  it  is  remarkable  that  he  alwa}'^ 
made  a  creditable  escape  ;  never  once  even  did  he  fail. 
Perhaps  this  explains  the  extent  to  which  these  stories  contain 
any  truth. 


So  much  of  his  life  as  we  have  in  his  songs,  is  essentially- 
pure  and  healthy.  It  is  true  he  had  our  common  weaknesses 
in  full  measure,  and  sensitiveness  of  spirit  in  much  gret.ter 
measure  than  goes  to  constitute  that  more  cautious,  but  less 
noble,  uncharitable  spirit  of  the  "  sons  of  arithmetic  and  of 
prudence,"  that  would  frown  on  a  life  with  which  it  was  im- 
possible for  their  coarser  clay  to  be  in  sympathy. 

His  certainly  were  natural  talents  of  a  very  high  order, 
which  well  directed  should  have  carried  him  far  into  the 
front — his  a  poetic  gift,  of  which  we  have  but  the  few  ap« 
pended  glimmerings,  doubtless  of  the  finest  quality,  and 
which  cultivated  might  have  borne  great  fruit.  The  life  of  a 
Physician,  however,  and  his  training  are  of  such  a  kind, 
showing  human  life  and  human  affairs  in  a  light  too  often  of 
a  nature  not  at  all  calculated  to  inspire  the  spirit  of  poetry, 
as  may  in  some  part  account  for  tlie  limited  exercise  of  his 
powers  in  this  direction. 

It  is  almost  incongruous  to  meet  with  such  exquisite  ten- 
derness in  one  having  nothing  of  tlie  typical  man  of  feeling 
about  him,  but  rather  in  an  eminent  degree  the  stature  and 
bearing  of  the  warrior  with  an  expression  of  face  royal  in  the 
highest  sense.  In  person  he  was  tall  and  powerfully  built, 
erect  and  free — almost  musical — in  his  motion  ;  and  a  large 
affable  dignity  of  presence,  and  a  thoughtful  yet  cheerful  coun- 
tenance gave  a  splendid  character  to  an  uncommonly  well  pro- 
portioned frame.  Even  in  his  latter  years  when  pity,  hitherto 
locked  within,  asserted  itself  on  his  features,  and  possibly  also 
a  discernible  shade  of  remorse,  when  paralysis  marred  motion 
and  expression,  and  when  his  circumstances  and  conditions  of 
life  had  much  changed,  and  doubtless  much  affected  him,  even 
then  the  nobility  of  character  remained,  inseparable  to  the  last. 
He  could  not  be  small.  Xature  might  well  say  of  him,  "Thiti 
ivas  a  nuiit.'     We  regret  very  much  that  no  better  portrait  of 
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him  can  be  got  than  the  poor  amateiir  effort  from  which  our 
lithograph  is  taken.  It  cannot  serve  much  purpose  to  such 
as  never  saw  him.  To  those  who  were  acquainted  with  him  in 
life,  it  may  serve  a  blank  outline  into  which  they  perhaps 
more  easily  can  recall  the  living  expression. 

Though  his  songs  may  not  claim  eqiial  importance  or  value 
with  the  great  hoary  epic  of  Ossian,  with  the  vigour  of 
Mac  Mhaighstir  Alastair,  with  the  passion  of  William  Ross, 
or  the  healthy  rill  of  Donnacha  Ban,  yet  they  possess  several 
of  the  best  qualities  of  poetry  in  such  degree  as  makes  them 
well  worthy  of  preservation. 

Dr.  Olerk,  Kilmaillie  says  "  as  to  his  poetical  powers  and 
his  exquisite  ear  for  rhythm,  there  need  be  no  reticence  :  he 
was  a  poet  and  a  very  sweet  singer."  Of  this  quality  noted 
by  Dr.  Clerk,  we  may  instance 

'S  lad  a  chuireadli  an  iomainn  's  a  leanadli  i  teann 

Clio  luath  n  buic  earbafeadh  gharbhlacTi  nam  beann, 
Than  this  last  line  we  know  nothing  more  exquisite,  and 
this  beauty  of  melodious  rhythm  is  not  attained  at  the  sacri- 
fice of  idea,  for  in  this  same  line  we  have  a  comi^lete  picture 
which  to  any  one  in  sympathy  with  it  is  quite  delightful. 

His  word  paintings  are  always  well  toned,  never  heaA-y, 
often  charming. 

Tha  giith  na  cutliaig  air  do  stiiclid, 

An  smudan  air  do  gb^ig, 

Os  ceann  do  Ion  tha  'n  uiseag  gliiinn 

Ri  ceileii-  binn  's  an  speur. 

Tha  suaimhneas  air  gach  Ixxih  fo  bhlath 
Baigh  air  gach  creig  'iis  chiain 
'Toirt  a'm  chuimhne  mar  a  liha 
'S  na  laithean  thàrladh  uainn. 
No  one  can  read  these  scenes  but  would  wish  he  had  his 
lot   in   some  siich.     One   feels  the  crust  of   his  spirit,  the 


rigidity  of  life  softened  and  warmed  by  the  imagination  even 
of  so  great  a  suahnhneas  and  such  overflowing  bàigh. 

His  use  of  words  is  also  remarkably  choice.  Some  of  his 
passages  can  compare  favourably  even  ivith  the  recognised 
beauties  of  Donnacha  Ban. 

Cluinnidh  mi  '  nfhair'je  ri  horhhan  i 

'Co-flireagairt  ri  torman  nan  dos  ; 
Chiinnidli  mi  braoilich  nan  aimhnean 
'Co-fhreagairt  ri  raoicich  nan  eas. 

This  is  a  i>retty  piece  of  a  word-weaving  that  is  quite  com- 
mon with  him  ;  there  is  no  artificial  stiffness  about  it  ;  it  is 
just  as  if  the  sea  and  the  torrents  had  themselves  spoken,  and 
each  in  its  own  great  and  peculiar  dialect. 

Akin  to  this  quality  is  the  pecvUiar  suitableness  of  the  airs 
to  the  words  of  the  songs.  If  one  could  conceive  the  songs 
planted  in  a  genial  soil,  these  pretty  airs  would  be  their 
natural  flowers  in  bloom.  They  can  not,  in  many  cases,  be 
separated  but  at  the  complete  sacrifice  of  meaning  and  effect. 
One  has  no  conception  of  the  beauty  of  some  simple  ex- 
pressions till  they  are  sung. 

We  find  this  beautiful  simplicity,  and  sympathy  Avith  the 
tenderness  of  beauty,  combined  with  large  humane  affections 
which  get  adequate  hearty  expression  ;  and  departing 
further  Ave  find  him  at  times  tlirowing  himself  into  the  great 
harmony  of  the  troubled  elements,  and  putting  their  great 
commotion  into  human  speech — into  Gaelic,  than  which,  for 
such  expression  it  has  been  long  admitted,  none  other  si^eech 
is  better  or  perhaps  equally  adajjted. 

Feuch  a  nis  beitliir  na  beucaich 

A'  sraclidadh  nan  speuran  le  fuaim  ; 

'S  ann  shaoil  leam,  'n  uair  chuala  mi  'n  liasladh, 

Gu-n  tuiteadli  an  iarmailt  a  nuas. 


With  this  ATe  leave  them  to  the  reader,  and  heartily  re- 
commend them  to  his  study  ;  they  will  amply  requite  the 
trouble. 

To  the  present  edition  there  are  added  a  few  pretty  pieces 
which  did  not  appear  in  the  first  edition  published  by  Mr^ 
Sinclair,  though  they  all  are  given  in  his  lately-published 
splendid  collection,  the  Oranaiche.  "  Ho  ro  gu'm  mi  ga 
d'  chaoidh,"  is  here  given.  We  have  every  reason  to  believe  it 
is  in  its  projjer  ijlace  from  personal  testimony  as  well  as  from 
the  evidences  in  the  song  itself.  Other  pieces  are  given 
about  which  never  was  any  doubt. 

We  regret  that  we  cannot  give  the  airs  with  the  songs. 
Should  it  be  found  desirable  we  shall  endeavour  to  give  the 
music  in  a  convenient  form  as  soon  as  possible. 

We  also  give  u  "  Marbhrann"'  to  Dr.  MacLachlan,  by  Mr. 
Duncan  MacPherson,  which  requires  no  apology — a  creditable 
production,  well  expressing  the  afiection  and  respect  in 
which  the  subject  of  it  was  held  by  the  people  among  Avhoni 
he  lived  and  died. 


DAIN   AGUS   GRAIN 


D  U  A  N  A  G  . 

Air  Fonx  : — "An  Gille  duhii  clia  trciij  mi." 

O  !  seinnidh  mi  mo  dhuanag ; 
Seinneam,  seinueam  suas  i : 
Seinnidh  mi  do'n  ghruagaich 
'G  am  bheil  an  gluasad  farasda. 

'S  moch  a  rinn  mi  eiridli 

'S  a'  mliaduinn  chùbhraidh,  Chciteiu  ', 

Gathan  ciCiin  na  greine 

A'  lasadh  speur  's  a'  cliamhanaicli. 

A'  glirian  cho  tlàth,  's  cho  òirdliearc, 
'Soillse  àrd  nam  mr)i--ljlieann  ; 
Smùid  thar  dliealt  nan  lòintean, 

'S  an  druchd  'n  a  lòd  air  mheanganaii; 

Sud  e  ail'  an  stùchd  ud 

An  coilleach  dubh  a'  dùrdail ; 

So  i  'chuthag  shunndacli, 

'Us  surd  aic  air  a  caismeachd. 

Fcuch  an  uiseag  bhòidlieach 
Ag  eiridli  as  a'  mhointicli, 
'S  ag  itealaich  le  solas 

Os  ceann  a  cosaio-  fholaiclite. 
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Tha  seillein  beag  iia  Bealtuinn 
'Dol  seacliad  oirnn  'us  sraiiii  aig', 
A  tlirusadh  a  mliil  shamhraidh  ; 

'S  clia  chuii'  an  geamhi'adli  aiiinis  air. 

O'n  thuit  dhomh  bhi  's  a'  choisridh, 
Seinneam  leis  a'  cheolraidh — 
Seinneam  duan  do'n  oigh-ghil, 

Gu  suiindach,  deonacli,  caithreamacli. 

'S  e  smuainteacliadh  mu'n  mhaighdimi 
A's  àbhaist  dhomh  gach  oidhche — 
A'  cuimhneachadh  do  chaoimhneis 
'S  e  chum  an  raoir  'am  chaithris  mi. 

Tha  d'anail  learn  na's  cùbhraidh, 
'N  uair  labhras  tu  gu  ciùin  rium, 
N'  am  barrach  òg  a'  brùchdadh 
A  mach  le  tùis  na  meala  dheth. 

Ach  cia  mar  ni  mi  luaidh 
Air  na  h-uile  dreacli  'us  buaidli  ort, — 
Do  nàdur  geanmnaidh,  stuama, 
Gu  soitheamh,  suairce,  ceanalta. 

Cinnteach  tha  e  'n  dan  domh 
An  gaol  a  thug  mi  mhàin  dhuit, 
Nacli  dealaich  e  gu  bràth  rium 
Gus  am  fag  an  anail  mi. 

O  !  sonas  agus  àgh  ort 
Ri  fad  do  re,  's  do  làithean  ; 
'S  am  freasdal,  anus  gach  àite, 
Le  'ghràsan,  a  bhi  maille  riut. 
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Air  Fonx  : — "  Gu  mo  slàn  ffit-n  rohh  'mjikran 
'C/taidh  a  null  vainn  thar  saile." 

Ni  mi  bran  le  dùrachd, 

O  hi  na  hi  ù  o, 

Do  ribhimi  a'  chùil  duibh, 

'S  griiine  sùgradh  'us  mànran. 

Slàn  iomradh  gu  d'  ionnsuidh, 
'S  tu  'chuireadh  gu  sunnd  mi, 
'N  uair  a  chithiim  do  shùil  ghorm 
A'  tionndadli  gu  hlàth  rium. 

Suil  ghorm  a's  th'ith  sealladh, 
Lionta,  ciùin  fo  d'  chaol  nihalaidh  ; 
Gruaidh  mar  ros  dearg  'n  a  earradh^ 
Beul  tana,  fiamh-ghàir  air. 

Beul  tana,  glan,  mlnealt' — 
Deud  shnaighte,  ro  dhionach, 
Bu  cheanalta  briodal, 
'S  o'n  sioljhalta  fàilte. 

D'  fhàiltc  's  d'  fhuran  a  IV  fhiù  learn.- 
'Tighinn  o'n  anail  a's  cùbln-aidh 
Na  barrach  a'  brùchdadh 
Air  iir  dlios  a'  Mhuighe. 

Gu  bheil  suairceas  le  ceanal 
Ann  an  gluasad  na  h-ainnir, 
'Tha  o  'bonnaibh  gu  'ceannaidh 
Gun  ainneamh,  gun  fhàilinn. 
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Learn  bu  taitneacli  'bhi  'sùgradh, 
'S  'g  ad  theannadh  gu  dlùth  rium, 
'S  mo  làinh  Lhi  gu  cùirteil 
A  nunii  fo  d'  chùl  fàineach. 

Leat  mo  dhùrachd  's  mo  bheannachd, 
Bi'dh  mo  run  ort  ri  m'  mhaireann, 
Chaoidh  cha  treig  mi  mo  ghealladh 
Gus  an  dealaich  am  bàs  sinn. 


O  R  A  N  . 
Air  Fonn  : — "  0  niglienn  donn  nan  gahhar." 

•Oed  a  tha  mi  'n  nochd  's  a'  choisridh 
Maille  ri  fleasgaichean  bosdail, 
'S  nionagan  cho  riomhach,  sporsail, 
Le  sioda  's  le  srol  a'  danns'. 

Nionagan  cho  riomliach,  stràiceil, 
'S  beag  a  chuir  mi  dli'  ùigh  'n  an  àbhachd, 
'S  mor  gu-m  b'  annsa  leam  'blii  'mànran 
Riut,  a  ghràidh,  air  sgàth  an  tùim. 

'8  mòr  gu-m  b'  annsa  leam  'l)hi  'siigradh 
Leis  an  nionaig  chaoin-gliil,  chùil-duibh, 
Anns  an  doire  'n  goir  an  smiidan, — 
Bun  an  stùic  air  ùrlar  glinn. 

Chi  mi  pailteas  deoch  'g  a  taomadh, — 
Fion,  'us  Ijranndaidh,  's  brlgh  a'  chaochain ; 
B'  annsa  leamsa  uisg'  an  aonaich 

O  d'  h'limh  chaoimli,  aig  taobh  an  uillt. 
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'S  ann  a  bhòdhras  iad  le  'n  ceòl  mi, — 
Pìob,  'us  fidhleireachd,  'us  bòilich  ; 
'S  mòr  bu  bhinne  leam  do  chòmhradh, 
'S  d'  òrana  'bu  mhòdhar  fuimi. 


'S  ann  leam  fhèin  ]m  bhinne  'chòisridli 
Aims  a'  mhaduinn  Chèitin,  cheòthar, — 
Uiseagan  os  ceann  nan  lòintean, 
Smeòraicliean  air  meòir  's  a'  cIioiU. 

Crodh  a'  nuallanaich  's  a'  geunmaich, 
Laoigh  a'  riodais,  'us  a  leumnaicli, — 
Buachaillean  a'  ruaig  a'  chèile, 
A'  cumail  an  treud  ud  cruinn. 

Sud  e  'n  ceòl  a's  binne  'chualas, 
Luinneag  foil  aig  l)annal  ghruagach, 
Aig  iomaiia  a'  chruidh  laoigh  do  'n  bhuaile, 
Cuach,  'us  buarach  air  an  druini. 

Mo  leannan  fhèin  'n  an  teis-meadhoin, 
'Seinn  an  òrain  cheòl-mhoir,  mhilis, — 
Anail  chùbhraidh,  deud  a's  gile, 
Anns  a'  bheul  a's  grinne  ponc. 

Lasadh  nio  chridhe  le  gràdh  dhuit 
'N  uair  a  nochdadh  tu  air  fàireadh  ; 
'S  tu  cho  geal  ri  cobhar  sàile 

'Tigh'n  gu  tràigh  air  bhàrr  na  tuinn'. 

Ged  a  tliug  mi  rè  a'  gheamhraidh 
Air  na  sràidean  anns  a'  Ghalltaclid, 
Bi'dh  mi  'triall  'an  tùs  an  t-slianihraidh 
'Shealtuinn  m'  annsachd  anns  na  glinn. 
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Tlièid  mi  'shealltuinn  air  an  ainnir 
'N  uair  a  thriallas  uainn  an  t-earracli, 
Learn  bu  taitneacli  suiclhe  mar  riut, 
Mo  làmli  tharad,  's  mi  ruit  teann. 

Leam  bu  taitneach  suidhe  làmh  riut 
Ann  am  blireacan  air  an  àiridh, 
Ag  eisdeachd  ri  d'  chòmhradh  màlda, 
Bhiodh  mo  làmh  fo  'd  leadan  donn. 


C  U  M  H  A  . 

Air  Fonx  : — -"  0  !  's  toil  leaia  mo  nionag^ 

Thàinig  sgeula  mo  chruadail 
Gu-n  do  chuir  iad  's  an  uaigh  thu, 
'S  goirt  mo  chridhe  bho  'n  chuala, 
Ged  nach  d'  fhuasgail  mo  dheoir. 

Tha  do  leaba  lom,  fuaraidh  ; 
'S  trom  do  chodal,  's  ro  bliuan  e  ; 
Chaoidh  cha-n  eisd  thu  ri  m'  luaidh-sa, 
'S  clia  ghluais  thu  ri  m'  cheòl. 

Bha  do  ghluasad  gun  eucoir, 
Gun  uireasbhuidh  ceille ; 
Leam  bu  taitneach  'bhi  'g  eisdeachd 
Ri  seisde  do  bheoih 

Tha  do  l^heul  a  nis  diiinte  ; 
Cha-n  'eil  leirsiim  'na  d'  shiiilibh, — 
S  fuar  an  cridhe  'bha  mùirneach, 
Anns  an  ùir,  's  e  gun  deo. 
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Mai-  l)huanaic]i  am  i)às  tliu 
Seach  na  dillsean  'tha  làthair, 
Cinnidh  feanntag  's  a'  ghàradli 
'N  uair  thig  fàilinn  's  an  ros. 

Sud  an  lòs  a  IJia  cùlìhraidli 
Air  geig  nan  dos  ùrail, 
B'  og  's  a'  nihaduinn  e  '))rùclKladli  ; 
Sheaclid  'us  sliùioh  e  trà-nòin. 


Chuir  tliu  niise  gu  sniaointinn, 
Nacli  innis  mi  'dhaoine  ; 
'S  mairg  'chuir  ùigli  aims  an  t-saoglial, 
'S  iomadh  caocldadli  'teachd  oinm. 


Ged  tha  càirdean  gu  deuracli, 
'S  faoin  an  cumha  learn  fein  e; 
'Thèid  gu  cuirm  'us  cùirt  èibhneis 
'Giùlan  èidiclh  a'  lihrùin. 


Ged  tha  m'  èideadh  gun  nihùthadli, 
'S  mi  gun  deur  air  mo  shiiilibh, 
Gus  an  cuir  iad  's  an  ùir  mi 

Bi'dh  mi  'd  ionndrainn  ri  m'  bhel' 

Chionn  l)a  toil  leam  an  nionag, 
Bu  ro-tlioil  leam  an  nionag  : 
Mo  sgeul  duhliach  'g  a  innseadh 
Thu  bhi  'd  shineadh  fo  'n  fhoid. 
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DO    LEANABH. 

Dean  cadalan  sàmhach  a  chuilein  mo  ruin, 

Dean  cadalan  sàmhach  a  chagair  's  a  ruin  ; 

Co  nach  tugadh  a  ghràdh  dhuit, 

'S  gur  àillidh  do  ghnùis  Ì 

Doan  cadal  a  jìhàisdein 

Gu  samhach,  sèimli,  ciùin, — 

Gu-n  robh  sonas  'us  àgh  leat 

Gu  bràth  anns  gach  cùis. 

Do  shùil  lìonta  ghonn,  mheallach 

'S  tlàth  'sheallas  gach  uair, 

'Nis  air  dùnadh  'an  cadal 

Fo  d'  mhalaidh  gun  ghruaim  ; 

D'  aghaidli  fhlaitlieasach,  shioblialt 

A"s  minealta  snuadli, 

Gun  àrdan,  gun  mhì-rùn, 

Air  sineadh  'an  suain. 

Ge  b'e  'sheallas  gu  faoilidh 
Air  d'  aogas  gun  smùr, 
Cha-n  fhaic  e  ach  caomhachd 
Gu  naomhail  a'  d'  ghnùis  ; 
(lur  a  cùbhraidh'  leain  d'  anail 
!N'  am  barrach  's  a'  bhriulid  : 
'8  e  'neòinein  do  shamhladh 
'Maduinn  shamhraidh  fo  dhrùchd. 

Chuir  am  Freasdal  gu  bàigheil 
Gach  àgh  air  do  shnuagh  : 
O  !  gu-n  tugadh  e  'd  nàdur 
Co-fhàs  leis  'am  buaidh  : 
<^lu-m  fas  thu  gu  banail 
<*iùin,  ceanalta,  suairc', 
''I'abhairt  aoibhneis  do  d'  mhàthair 
An  deitrh  d'àrach  a  suas. 
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O  I  guiclheam,  a  leinibh, 

Dliuit  'an  deireadh  mo  dliàin, 

Am  Freasdal  bhi  'd  stiùradh 

Le  'chiiram  gach  la, 

Gus  an  tàmh  tliu  gu  sàbhailt' 

'An  cala  nan  gràs, 

'S  do  clìàirdean  ga  d'  choiiddaoJi 

Le  deòthas,  'us  fàilt'. 


DO'N    CHUTHAIG. 

Failt'  ort  fein,  a  chuthag  ghorm, 

Le  d'  bran  ceòlmhor,  mills  ; 
'S  e  seirm  do  bheòil  's  a'  Cheitein  og 

A  thogadh  bròn  o  m'  chridho. 

'S  ro  bhinn  leam  d' fhuaim  's  a'  mhaduir,n  cliòit 

'S  tu  air  bàrr  gèig  's  an  iimis, 
Ko  'm  feasgar  ciuin  aig  bun  nan  stùohd 

'N  uair  bhiodh  an  drùchd  a'  sileadh. 

O  !  innis  c'  ait'  an  robh  do  thriall 

'N  uair  bha  na  siantan  fionnar ; 
N'  an  robh  thu  tosd  gun  chàil,  gun  toirt., 

'An  cos  a'  chnuic  fo  dhubhar  Ì 

'S  mor  m'  fharmad  riut,  a  chuathag  chaoinh, 
Cha  dean  thu  bron  'n  ad  shiubhal ; 

'Chionn  tha  do  dhoire  daonnan  gorm, 
'S  do  cln-idhe  daonnan  subhach. 

Ued  theicheas  tu  roimh'n  fhuachd  air  iihi 

Gu-m  faic  do  ghleann  thu  rithis ; 
Ach  'n  uair  bheir  mise  ris  mo  chùl 

Cha  bhi  mo  dhùil  ri  tilleadh. 
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'S  truagb  nach  b'  urrainn  domli  leat  tria 
Air  astar  sgèith'  'n  ar  dithis, 

Le  caismeachd  bhinn  'toirt  fios  gach  àni 
'N  uair  bliiodh  an  Sainliradh  'tigbiiin. 


O  R  A  N  . 

AiR  FoNN  : — "  Flij,  let  us  all  to  the  hrid<iL 

Direadb  's  a  teai'uadh  nam  bealaicheaii, 

Horo  's  aigeannach  mi, — 
Ood  rachadh  an  saoghal  gu  gearan 

Cha  leig  mise  smal  air  mo  chridb'. 

Ag  imeachd  gun  solus,  gun  soillse, 
Fo  dhubhar  nan  coilltean  leam  fein, 

Cha-n  fhaic  mi  le  dorcha  na  h-oidhcho 
Ach  dealan  a'  sitheadh  troimli  'n  speur. 

Cluinnidh  mi  'n  fliairge  ri  borbhaii, 
'Co-f  hreagairt  ri  torman  nan  dos ; 

Cluinnidh  mi  braoilich  nan  aimhneau, 
'Co-fhreagairt  ri  raoicich  nan  eas. 

'N  uair  dh'  fhosglas  doras  nan  speuran 
'S  a  l>hoillsgeas  an  dealan  o  'n  iar 

Chi  mi  na  neoil  dhubha  'taomadh, 
'Us  saoghal  fo  thaosgadh  nan  sian. 

Feuch  a  nis  beithir  na  beucaich 
A'  srachadh  nan  speuran  le  fuaim  ; 

'S  ann  shaoil  leam  'n  uair  chuala  mi  'n  riasladh 
Gu-n  tuiteadh  an  iarmailt  a  nuas. 
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C!ed  is  uamhasach  dhònilisa  'bhi  'g  imeachd, 
'N  am  aonar  gun  ghealach,  gun  ghrian, 

Tlia  m'  aigne  gun  chùram,  gun  eagal, 

'S  nio  chridhe  gun  teagamh,  gun  fliiamh. 

T>'  è  'chuireadh  fiamh  orm  's  a'  chunnart  ] 
Nach  'eil  mi  'an  cuideachd  mo  Dhè ; 

Le  cridhe  nach  meataich  fo  àmhghar, 

'8  gun  ghanihlas  do  neach  'tha  fo  'n  glirèin, 

Ach  chi  mi  solus  gun  luasgan 

Aig  iochdar  a'  chruachain  ud  thall, 

Dreois  na  ceir'  ann  an  uimieig, — 

'S  e  'deàrsadh  mar  rionnaig  a  th'  ann. 

O'n  fhuair  mi  reul-iiiil  air  an  rathad, 

'8  mi  einnteach  gu-n  d'  amais  mi  gleaun, 

Theid  mi  le  sunnd  thar  a'  chaislein, 
Ged  tha  mi  car  airsnealach,  fann. 

Ruigidh  mi  dorus  mo  charaid, 

Gun  chiiram,  gun  fharral,  gun  sprochd  ; 
Bi'dh  esan  le  ioghnadh  a'  farraid, 

"  D  '  è  'chuir  an  rathad  thu  'n  nochd  Ì 

■"  Clod  è  'chuir  thu  nail  thar  a'  chreachainn 
Giin  uiread  'us  breacan  ga  d'  dhion  ? 

■Gach  dùil  anns  na  speuraibh  'an  aimhreit, 

'S  mor  m'  eagal  gu-n  d'  chaill  thu  do  chiall." 

Freagraidh  mise  le  spraichd  e, 
"  Ciod  è  sin  an  fhairaid  'tha  orf? 

Thoir  a  nail  fear  a  leasachadh  cleibhe, — 
Cha-n  fhaigh  thu  mo  sgeul  uam  gun  deoch." 

'Sunndach  a  theid  mi  do  'n  leabaidh, 
'8  a  gheibh  mi  mo  chadal  le  suain  ; 

Moch-thrà  'n  am  eiridh  's  a'  mhaduinn 
Cha-n  fhaic  iad  mo  mhala  fo  chi'uaim. 
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O  E,  AN  . 

Air  Fonn  : — "  Coilie  Chrwjuìdìi.^' 
'Nis  o  'n  chaidh  an  sgoth  'n  a  h-uidlieani 

Suidheaui  air  a  h-ùiiar  ; 
Cuiiibh  ngfheai"  seolta,  sgairteil, 

Do  Chloinn-Airt  g'  a  stiùradh  ; 
'Naii  am  l)otal,  lion  an  copan, 

Olauiaid  le  dùrachd 
Deoch-slàinte  gach  creutair  bochd 

'Tha  'n  diugh  fo  sproclid  's  an  diithaiclu 

Siù(!ai]>}i  'illean,  càiribli  ritlie, 

Bithi5>h  cridheil,  sunndacli, 
Tbugai'oh  làmli  gu  li-ealamli,  dan' 

Air  cur  an  àird  a  siùil  rithe  : 
Na  '>iodh  cùram  oirbli,  no  eagal, 

S<vxsamaid  ar  cùrsa ; 
RuigiJli  sinn  gu  cala  sàbliailt', 

Cir'.'d  is  dan'  an  ionnsuidla. 

Ohaidh  sinn  seacliad  air  a  "  Glu-àtair" 

Ged  a  b"  àrd  a  bhCiirich — 
Ged  a  bha'n  "  Bun-dubli "  cho  gàl)haidli 

Ràiiùg  sinn  a  rnmn  air  ; 
'Dol  seachad  "  Soi,"  'Righ  bu  mliòr 

An  crònan  'bh'  aig  na  siiithein  ; 
'S  e  liio  ghràdh  an  stiùradh  grinn, 

Nach  leigeadh  mill  g'  ar  n-ionnsuidh, 

JMunn  do  Mhuile,  nunn  do  Mhuile, 

Nunn  do  Mhuile  thèid  i, — 
Njnn  do  Mhuile  air  biiàrr  tuinne 

Ged  rol)h  'mliuir  a'  beucaicli. 
'P>  mi  'tha  sunndacli  air  a  h-iirlar, 

Air  bhàrr  sùigh  ag  èiridh, — 
Mo  ghràdh  an  iùl)ln-ach  làidir,  dhùbailt', 

'S  n;j,  !ir  liithmlior,  glileusda. 


23 

0  R  A  N  . 

A  ghlinn  ud  shios,  a  glilimi  ud  shios, 

Gur  trom  an  diugh  mo  sliiiil, 
A'  dearcadh  air  do  lagain  àigh 

Mar  h'  àbhaist  doibh  'o  thus. 

Tlia  do  choilltean  fatliasd  dosracli,  iird, 

'S  gach  slthein  àiUidli,  uain'; 
'S  fuaim  an  lùb-uillt  nuas  o  d'  fhritli' 

'N  a  shuain-cheòl  sìth  'am  chluais. 

Tha  'n  sprèidh  ag  ionaltradh  air  do  mli;\gli 

Na  caoraich  air  an  raon  : 
Tha  'churra  'g  iasgach  air  do  thraigh, 

'S  an  fhaoilean  air  a'  chaol. 

Tha  guth  na  cuthaig  air  do  stùchd, 

An  smùdan  air  do  gheig, — 
Os  ceann  do  Ion  tha  'n  uiseag  ghrinn 

Ri  ceileir  binn  's  an  speur. 

Tha  siiaimhneas  anns  gacli  luil)h  fo  bliìùdi 
Bàigh  air  gach  creig  'us  cluain, 

'Toirt  'am  chuimhne  mar  a  bha 
'8  na  làithean  'thàrladh  uainn. 

Fuaim  do  chaochain,  fead  na  gaoith', 

'Us  luasgan  ard  nan  geug, 
'G  ath-nuadhachadh  le  còmhradh  tlàth 

Nan  làithean  àigh  a  thrèig. 

Ach  chi  mi  d'fhàrdaich  air  dol  sios, 
'N  an  làraich',  fhalamh,  thuar  ; 

Cha-n  fhaic  fear-si  ubhail,  far  nan  stùchd 
Na  smiiidean  'g  eiridh  siias. 
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Do  ghàradh  fiadhaich  'fàs  gun  dreach, 

Gun  neach  g'  a  cliur  air  .seol, 
Lo  fliodh  'us  foghnain  aim  a'  fas, 

"iS  an  fheanntag  'n  àite  'n  i'òis. 

O  !  c'àit'  am  Lheil  gach  caraid  gaoil 

'Bu  chaomh  learn  air  do  learg 
A  chuireadh  fàiltean  orm  a'  teachd, 

'Us  beannachd  leam  a'  fa]l)h  ? 

Tlia  'chuid  a's  mo  dhiuLh  anns  an  ùir, 

'h5  an  t-iarniad  fada  bh'  uainn, 
Dli'  fii;"ig  mis'  am  aonaran  an  so, 

'JSr  am  choigreach  nochdta,  truagh. 

'N  am  choigreach  noclidta,  truagh,  gun  taic'j 

'H  an  aiceid  ann  am  chliabh, — 
'N  aicoid  chlaoidhteach  sin  nach  caisg — 

'G  am  shlaid  a  chum  mo  chrlch'. 

'G  am  shlaid  a  chum  mo  chrlch  le  bron ; 

Ach  thugam  glòir  do  'n  Ti, 
Cha  tug  e  dhòmhsa  ach  mo  choir — 

Ri  'òrdugh  bitheam  strìochdt'. 

Tha  lòchran  dealrach,  dait',  nan  speur 

Air  tearnadh  sios  do  'n  chuan, 
'Us  tonnan  uain'  na  h-àirde  'n  iar 

Ag  iadhadh  air  mu  'n  cuairt. 

Sgaoil  an  oidhch'  a  cleoc'  mu  'n  cuairt, — 
Cha  chluinn  mi  f  uaim  's  a'  glileann ; 

Ach  an  ceàixlabhan,  le  siubhal  tiar, 
Ri  ceol  a's  tiandiaidh  srann. 

A  ghljnn  ud  shios,  a  glilinn  ud  shios, 

A  ghlinn  a's  ciataich'  dreach, 
A'  tionndadh  uait  'dhol  thar  do  shliabh 

Mo  bheannachd  siorruidli  leat ! 
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O  R  A  X  . 

Air  Fon'n  : — '■  Gur  tu  mo  hJtean  chomuina.^' 

<iui'  moch  rinii  mi  dùsgadh,  's  an  ùr  mhaduinn  chèit', 
'S  a  dhirich  mi  'm  bruthach  gun  duin'  ach  mi  fèin, — 
Tha  'ghrian  air  a  turas  a'  siubhal  troiinh  'n  speur, 
Dealt  na  h-oidhche  a'  tviirlinn  thar  iir  dlios  nan  geug. 

A'  direadh  an  aonaich  ri  aodan  a'  chùim, 

'S  binn  tonnan  a'  chaochain  a's  aoidheala  burn, 

Le  'rois  air  gaeh  taobh  dheth  ag  aomadh  fo  'n  driichd, 

•S  e  ri  deàrrsadh  na  greine  ag  eiridh  'n  a  smùid. 

'S  binn  na  h-eòin  feadh  nam  preasan  gu  leadari'a  'seinn  ; 
Tha  'n  uiseag  Ian  sòlais  ri  ceòl  os  mo  chionn  ; 
Na  ba  laoigh  anns  a'  gheumnaich  air  an  i-eithlein  ud  thall, 
'S  mac-talla  nan  creagan  'g  am  freagairt  air  ball. 

'S  àluinn  trusgan  a'  ghlinne  suas  gu  binnein  nan  stùchd  ; 
'S  cùbhraidh  bòltrach  nan  luibhean  'ji  am  chuinnein  mar 

thùis ; 
•Oed  's  bòidheach  gach  doire  anns  a'  choillidh  's  a'  bhrùchd, 
•Oed  tha  'm  barrach  cho  ùrail  cha  dùisg^e  mo  shunnd. 

'An  so  air  faobhar  a'  mhullaich  gur  muladach  mi, — 
Oeann-aobhair  mo  thuiridh  leam  gur  duilich  r'  a  inns'; 
Nach  dirich  mi  tuilleadh  ri  munadh  's  an  tir — 
Nach  dean  mi  cùis-ghàire  'n  gleann  àillidh  mo  clirìdh'. 

^ha-n  'eil  gleannan  cho  aoidheil  ri  'f haotainn  mu-n  cuairt, 
Le  d'  bheanntainean  àrda  'cuir  sgàth  ort  o'n  Tuath  ; 
Ann  an  dudlachd  a'  gheamhraidh  gun  ghreann   ort,  gun 

i'huaolid  ; 
Ho  siraradh  's  mo  chràdh-lot  a  bhi  d'fhà<rail  cho  luath. 
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Ged  is  iomadh  fear  finealt'  anns  na  h-Innsean  ud  thall, 
'Chaidh  a  dli'  iarraidli  an  stòrais,  o'n  tha  'n  t-òr  oirnn  cho' 

gann : 
Am  fear  ainneamh  de  'n  àireamh  a  thig  sàbhailt'  a  nail 
'N  a  bliodat-h  gun  speirid,  odhar,  eisleineach,  fann. 

Air  tilleadli  do  'n  diitliaich  's  e  "dhùisgeas  am  bròn 
'Bhi  'faicinn  m'a  choiiineamh  luchd-comuinn  na  li-òig' 
Cho  sunndach,  geal,  loinneil,  ged  tha  'ghoinne  'nam  pòc, — • 
Gun  uireasLheadli  slàinte,  ged  tha  iad  gun  stòr. 

'S  mairg  a  ndioludh  na   h-Innsean  's  gach  rioghachd  o 

dheas ; 
'S  am  bi  'cholan  's  an  inntinn  'g  an  stnochdadh  le  teas  : 
Far  nach  urrainn  dhuit  gluasad  gun  fhuathas  'us  geilt,' 
Agus  uamh-blieist  'g  a  chubadh  fo  dhùiseal  nam  preas. 

'S  mi  'ghluaiseudh  gun  smalan  ann  an  gleannan  an  àigh  ; 
'S  moch  a  sliiiibhlainn  do   phreasan  gun  teagamh,   gun 

sgàth  ; 
Anns  an  òg  mhaduijin  chùbhraidh,  'n  uair  bhiodli  drùcìid 

air  gach  bàrr, 
Nàile  dhìrinn  ri  d'  stùchd  bheinn  gun  chiiram  roimli  iiàiiih, 

Ach  's  tioia  dhoinli  l)hi  'g  eiridh,  's  bhiteurnadh  o'n  àird  ', 
Cha  dean   luinneagan   feum   dhomli,    cha   dean   eigheach 

dhomh  stàth  ; 
Fcuch  am  bàta  fo  'còmhdach  aig  còmhnard  na  tràigh, 
Tha  gu  m'  ghiiilan  null  thairis  a,  gleannan  an  àigh. 

Bheir  mi  siiil   thar   a'   bhealaich   air   na   beanntan   rnu-n 

cuairt ; 
So  an  sealadh  mu  dheireadh  air  gach  gleannan 'us  liruach: 
A'  fàgail  leibh  beannachd,  'n  am  dealachadh  uaibh, 
A'  teurnadh  an  aonaich  's  iad  mo  smaointean  tha  truagh. 


Ach  's  diomhaiii  iiio  smuaiuteaii,   uacli   faoiu  dhoinh   bhi 

'caoidh, 
Clia-ii  'eil  neacli  anus  an  t-saoghal  'g  a  fhaotaimi  le  dhiii  : 
(re  blàth  an  fhuil  chraobhach  'tlia  'taosgadh  o  m'  chrklh 
'8  ro  gheàrr  gus  nach  plosg  i  fo  jahlocan  's  a'  chill 

'Thi  chrutliaicli  an  saoglial  's  a  chuir  na  daoine  so  ami, 
'S  a  thug  dhuinne  Fear-saoi-aidh  a  dh'  aontachadh  leinn — 
Tha  thu  'g  eisdeachd  ri  m'  òran,  clio  brònach  'g  a  sheinn ; 
Bi'dh  mi  'striochdadli  do  d'  òi-duirh  ;  1)heir  thu    dliòmhsa 


O  E,  A  N  . 

Air  Foxn  :— "  Hail  to  tiw  C/u'ep 

'S  iieo-shunndach  leani  m'  aigne  o'n  dhuisg  mi  's  a'  mhad- 

uinn, 
'S  mo  shùil  thar  an  aisig  gu  glas-bheinn  a'  cheò  ; 
Mo  dhùrachd  'bhi  thall  ud,  'bhi  dlùth  ris  an  ainnir, 
Le  sùgradh  tairis  'g  a  tarruing  a'm  choir  ; 
Gur  muladach  m'  inntinn,  fo  airsneal  's  fo  mhighean, 
Ag  ionndrainn  na  h-ionaig,  'us  briodal  a  beòil ; 
Bho  na  chaidh  mo  ghaol  lurach  null  thairis  do  Mhuile 
Cha  dean  mi  car  tuilleadh  ach  tuireadh  'us  bròn. 

Ge  sunndach  's  ge  h-eibhinn,  's  an  ùr  mhaduinn  cheitein,. 
Bhi  'direadh  nan  sleibhtean  's  a  g'  eisdeachd  nan  eòin, — 
Ge  h-ùrail  an  sealladh  dealt  dlùth  'us  driichd  meala 
'Bhi  'lùbadh  gach  meangain,  's  a  sreamadh  gach  feòirn, 
'S  anil  tha  aobhar  mo  chùraim  thar  caol  nan   tonn  dù- 

ghorm, 
'M  bi  luiiigeas  a'  brùchdadh  fo  thiichadh  nan  seol ; 
Mo  dliiiil  ri  dol  thairis  a  null  thar  an  aisig, 
'S  gu-n  dùisginn  an  ainnir  le  aithris  mo  bheòil. 
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jV[o  dhùil  ri  dol  thairis,  's  mo  sliùil  air  a'  chala, 

Tha  smùid  thar  a'  bhaile  mar  bhadan  de'n  clieò  ; 

Bu  luaineach  mo  cliadal  le  bruadair  mu  'n  ainnir, 

A's  suairce  's  a's  ceanalt'  's  a's  banaile  nòs ; 

Gach  dreacli  'tli'air  an  nionaig  O  !  's  deacair  dhomli  'a 

innseadh, 
'Tha  i  farasda,  fmealta,  inntinneach,  òg  ; 
Mo  run  do  chaol  mbala,  do  mhiog-shuilean  meallach, 
Deud  gheal  'n  ad  bheul  tairis,  gruaidh  thana  mar  ròs. 

Tha  soirbheas  air  eirigli  o  Vjhruailleiii  nan  speuran, 
'Our  luingeas  'n  an  eiginn,  's  a'  reubadh  nan  seòl ; 
Cha-n  fhaodar  learn  aiseag,  o  'n  chaochail  an  latha — 
Tlia  'n  caol  'n  a  chaoir  gheala  's  niuir  ghi-eannach  fo  chròic  ; 
Na-m  Ijiodh  agamsa  sgiathan,  's  mi  'shracadh  an  iarniailt, 
Ged  a  bhacadh  gaoth  'n  iar  mi,  'us  iarguil  nan  neòil, 
Gu-m  bithinn  'cheart  ain-deoin,  ri  gualairm  nio  leannain ; 
B'  e  m'  ulaidh,  "us  m'  ai^rhear,  bhi  -eannadh  'l'  a  coir. 


DI-MOLADH  AN  UISGE-BHEATHA. 

Air  Fonn  : — "  Crodh  laoiyli  naia  Bochich." 

Cha-n  Ò1  mi  deur  tuille,  deiir  tuille,  deur  tuille, — 
Cha-n  Ò1  mi  deur  tuille,  deur  tuille  de'n  dram  ; 
Cha-n  Ò1  mi  deur  tuille,  cha  dean  mi  ris  fuireach, 
'S  mi  cinnteach  gu-n  cuireadh  e  'n  tubaisd  'am  cheann. 

-llur  mis  'tha  gu  bronach,  'am  luidhe  's  tigh-osda. 
Mi  'teannadh  ri  oran  le  boidean  gu  teann  ; 
Ag  eb-igh  ail"  m'uilin,  's  ag  eigheach  gu  duineil, 
•'■  Cha-n  Ò1  mi  deur  tuille,  deur  tuille  de  'n  dram." 

'S  trom  eisleineach  m'  aigne  'n  am  eirigh  's  a'  mhaduinn, 
Mo  bhriogais  mu  'm  chasan  'g  a  tarniing  a  nail, 
Mo  bJiriogais  'n  a  stroicean.  cha  dean  i  mo  chòmlulach — 
■'S  e  eigheach  nan  stop  'chuir  am  jiòca  cho  gann. 


Le  m'  cliois  air  an  ùrlar,  's  gauu  tlia  mi  air  dùsgadh, 
Gur  uiiosa  na  brùid  mi  le  stùrdan  's  a'  cheann  ; 
Le  smal  air  mo  leirsinn  's  an  t-snigh'  air  mo  leine, 
Mo  chridlie  Ian  eislein  le  spenradh  do  'n  dram. 

Mo  leirsinn  air  tuiteam,  clia  leir  dliomh  mo  thrusgan  ; 
Cha-n  'eil  mi  acli  tuisleach,  a'  trusadli  gach  ball ; 
Ann  an  seomar  na  bochdainn,  ag  iarrnidh  gach  oisinn — 
Ciamar  tlieid  mi  air  choiseachd  's  na  li-osain  air  chall  1 

Tha  muinntir  an  tighe  ri  bùird,  agus  fanoid, 
O  'n  dh'  èirich  mi  falamb,  cha-n  fhaigh  mi  an  taing  ; 
Bu  bhriathrach  an  raoir  iad  'n  am  lasadh  nan  coinnleaii^ 
'An  toiseach  na  h-oidbche  bu  chaoimhneil  an  cainnt. 

Bi'db  iadsan  clio  fiadbaicb  mur  paigh  thu  na  fiachan, 
Gach  latha  's  a'  bhliadhna  'g  an  iarraidh  gu  teann, 
'Cur  cagar  a'  d'  achlais  le  briathran  a'  mhaslaidh, 
"Tha  again  ort  tasdan  'usaisig  i  nail." 

Bi'dh  esan  cho  spòrsail  's  a'  chlachan  Di-dòmhnaicli, 
O'n  cheannaich  e  còta  le  pòiteir  an  dram  ; 
Clann  ceathairne  choir'  ann,  gun  bhoineid,  gun  bhrògan^ 
'S  nighean  dubh  an  tigh-òsda  le  sròl  air  a  ceann. 

Sguiridh  mi  'n  bheisd  ud,  cha  bhi  mi  'g  a  eigheach 
Gun  fhios  a'm  fo  'n  ghrein,  ciod  am  feum  a  tha  ann, 
Their  na  fir  làidir,  'n  uair  chi  iad  aii*  sràid  mi, 
"  Tha  pòit  an  tigh-thàirne  'g  a  £hàgail-san  fann." 

Cha-n  61  mi  deur  tuille,  cha  dean  mi  ris  fuireach  ; 

Cha  teid  mi  le  furan  'an  cuideachd  mo  chall  ; 

'N  uair  chluinneas  mi'n  deoch  ud 'g  ah-eigheach  le  frogan, 

Bi  'dh  iallan  mo  sporain  g'  an  roladh  gu  teann. 


30 
O  R  A  N  . 

Air  Fonn  : — "  Bheir  mi  hn  air  m'  wra  h 

'So  'n  am  shineadh  air  an  t-sliabh, 
'S  mi  ri  iarguin  na  bheil  bh'uam, 

^S  trie  mo  shùil  a'  sealltuinn  siar, 
Far  an  luidh  a'  ghrian  's  a'  cbuan. 

■C'lii  mi  thall  a  h-aiteal  caomb, 

' Deàrtsadb  caoin  ri  taobh  na  tràigb, 

'S  truagb  nach  robb  mi  air  an  raon 
Far  an  deacb'  i  claon  's  an  àillt. 

'S  truagb  nacb  robb  mi  fein  an  tràs' 
Air  antràigb  a's  àirde  stiiadh, 

'G  eisdeachd  ris  a'  cbòmbradb  tlilàth 
Th'  aig  an  òigh  a's  àillidb  .snuagh. 

Aig  an  «)igb  a"s  àillidb  dreach, 

'S  gile  cneas,  's  is  caoine  gruaidb  ; 

Mala  sbìobbalt',  mìn-rosg  i-èidb 

Air  nach  èireadh  brèin',  no  gi'uaim. 

C)  !  nach  innis  thu  'gbaoth  'n  iar, 
'N  uair  a  tbriallas  tu  thar  sail', 

Ciod  an  dòigh  a  th'  air  mo  gbaol, — 
'Bheil  i  'smaointinn  orms'  an  tràs"? 

'N  uair  a  shin  mi  dbuit  mo  lamb 

Air  an  tràigh  a'  fàgail  tìr, 
'S  ann  air  eiginn  rimi  mi  'ràdb, 

"  Soraidh  leat,  a  gbràidb  mo  chrìdh'." 

'N  uair  a  thug  mi  riut  mo  chùl 

Cbunnaic  mi  thu  'bruchdadh  dbeur: 

■Ged  a  shuidh  mi  aig  an  stiiiir 

'S  ann  a  bha  mo  sbùil  'am  dheigh. 
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Ohaidh  a'  ghrian  fo  stuaidh  's  an  iar, 
Dh'  fhàg  i  fiamh  air  nial  a'  chuain  ; 

'S  èigiiin  dhomh  o'n  àird  'bhi  'triall — 
Sguir  an  eunlaith  fein  d'  an  diian. 

Mile  beannachd  leat  an  noclid — 

Cadal  dhuit  gun  spi'ochd,  gun  ghruaim 

Slàn  gun  acaid  feadli  do  clilèil)li, 
Anns  a'  mhaduinn  'g  eirigli  suas. 


DU  AN  AG. 

Air  Fonn  : — Ni  mi  duan  do  'n  ghruagaich  bhaiiail 
Ribhinn  chaoin  an  aogais  flilathail, 
Seinnidli  mi  mo  dhuan  do  'ii  ainnir 
'Dh'  fhàs  gu  banail,  bamidaidli. 

Seinnidh  mi  mo  dhuan  do  'n  òigh' 
A  chum  a  chòmhail  's  an  tigh-òsd', 
Ged  a  tha  i  'n  trùsa  pòsd', 

Gu  'u  cuir  mi  'n  òrdugh  rann  di. 

Phòs  thu  'n  diugh  ri  fear  do  roinn, 
'Leanas  riut  a  h'l  's  a  dh'  oidhch'; 
Ach  chum  thu  'chòmhail  ud  an  raoir, — 
Bu  chill  in  a  linn  thu  cainnt  rium. 

Bu  chiùin  a  chuir  thu  sud  'am  chluais, 
'8  a  h-uile  h-aon  's  an  àird  'n  an  suain, — 
"  Feuch,  a  ghràidh,  nach  gabh  thu  gniaini 
Ged  chaidh  mi  uait  gun  taing  dhomh." 

Anns  a'  mhaduinn  chunnaic  mi 
Tbu  ann  ad  sheasamh  air  leth  sgios, 
'S  fear  an  teagaisg  a'  cuir  sios  duit, — 
Cha  bu  bhinn  a  chainnt  learn. 


Ged  a  bliiodh  tu  'dol  fo  'n  fhòid, 
'An  ciste  chumhain,  chaoil  nam  bòrd, 
Cha  bhiodh  do  ghnùis  gun  tuar  na  's  mo 
']Sr  uaii-  chaidh  na  bòidean  teann  ort. 

'S  e  sud  a  chum  mi  fein  fo  phrùmh 
'N  am  shuidhe  diùidi  am  measg  chàicb, 
'Do  thug  thu  'n  t-sùil  ud  orm  cho  blàtli, 

Ged  l)ha  thu  a'  d'  bhean-bainnse. 
'S  ti-ic  a  bhoidich  thu  ri  m'  thaobh 
Nach  tigeadh  mùthadh  air  do  ghaol  ; 
Ach  b'  eiginn  sud  a  chur  fa  sgaoil 

Bho  'n  chinn  an  saoghal  gann  dhuinn. 

Mur  biodh  na  h-uile  cùis  mai-  tha, 
'S  mi  anns  an  am  so  gami  'am  làimh, 
Cha  leiginn  thu  le  fear  gu  bràth, 
Ged  dheanadh  càirdean  aimhreit. 

Gur  soitheamh,  siobhalta  do  ghnùis 
Fo  d'  mhala  chaol  nach  claon  le  mùig  ; 
Bu  chiiiin,  ro-aoigheil  leam  do  shiiil, 
Cho  caoin  ri  drùchd  an  t-samhraidh. 

Eisdeachd  foill  ri  d'  òrain  loinneil 
'S  binne  coir  no  ceòl  a'  choilich, 
Moch  air  maduinn  cheò  a  ghoireas, 
Anns  an  doire  channdail. 


0  E  A  N  . 

Air  Fonn  : — "  Tlie  Rock  and  the  loee  iiucMi:-  tow. 

Tha  triallairean  Albainn  ri  aimhreit  an  tràs', 
Ach  's  beag  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  their  iad  ; 

A'  siubhal  gach  diithcha,  'g  an  diisgadh  gu  fearg, — 
Ach  's  beag  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  their  iad  : 


Fadadh-cruaidh  air  an  gruaidh  shiias  anns  na  cvaimagan, 
Siiil  clilaon  air  gach  taobh  'glaodhaich  gu  farauiacli, 

'^'Mur  aontaich  sibh  leinne  bi'dh  sibli  sgriosta  gun  dàil ;" 
Ach  's  beag  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  tlieir  iad. 

Aig  an  Athair  tha  brath  air  an  aidmheil  a'.s  feàrr, 
Ged  is  beag  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  their  iad  ; 

Co  'n  t-aon  a  tha  ceart,  no  co  e  'tha  ceàrr, — 
Ged  '&  beag  is  mo  leamsa,  ciod  a  their  iad. 

'S  ann  their  luchd  aidmheil  ri  'cheile,  "  Cha-n  'oil  steidh 

ann  ad  theagasg, — 
Tha  sgriobtur  's  a'  Bhiobull,  ag  innseadh  gun  teagamh, 
Gur  mise  'tha  ceart,  agus  thusa  'tha  ceàrr  ;" 
Ach  's  beag  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  their  iad. 

'S^je  m'  athchuing  's  a'  mhaduinn  ri  Athair  nan  gràs, — 
Ged  's  beag  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  their  iad, 

E  'chnmail  mo  chridhe  gun  smal  air  gu  brath, 
Ged  's  beag  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  their  iad. 

Le  seirc  'us  truas,  iochd  do  'n  t-sluagh,  's  a  bhi  gun  uaill 
spioradail, 

Dùilean  breòit'  a  tha  fo  leòn  fheòraich  'n  an  trioblaid  ; 
Oed  theireadh  gach  fear  dhiubh  gu-n  robh  mi  gun  ghràs, 

Gur  beas:  is  mo  leamsa  ciod  a  their  iad. 


ORAN  . 

Air    F  o  n  n  : — 

''  Och  !  och  !  mar  tha  mi  's  mi  so  'n  am  r.onar, 
A  dol  troimh  'n  choill  far  an  robh  mi  eòlach, 

'S  nach  'fhaigh  mi  ait'  ann  am  fhearann  dùchais, 
Ged  phàighinn  crùn  air  son  lend  na  bròige." 

!N"eo-bliinn  an  fhuaim  leam  a  dhùisg  a  ni'  shuain  mi, 
'S  e  tighin  a  nuas  orm  o  chruaich  na  'mòr-bhcinn, 

An  ciobair  Gallda,  's  cha  chord  a  chainnt  rium, 
E  'glaodhaich  thall  ri  cù  mall  an  dòlais. 
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Mocli  maduinn  chèitein  'an  am  dhomli  eii-igli, 
Clia  cheòl  air  gheugan,  no  geum  air  mòintich, 

Acli  sgreadail  bheisdean  's  a'  chànain  Blieurla, 
Le  coin  'g  an  eiglieacb  'cur  feidh  air  fògar. 

'N  uair  a  chi  mi  na  beanntan  àrda, 

'S  an  fbearann  àigli  's  an  robh  Fiomi  a  chomlinnidh^ 
Cha-n  fhaic  mi  ann  acli  na  caoraich  bliàna, 

'S  Goill  gun  àireamb  's  a'  li-uile  còmhail. 

Na  gliiln  cliiatacli  's  am  faighteadh  fiadhacli, — 
'M  biodli  coin  air  iallan  aig  gillean  òga, 

Cha-n  fhaic  thu  'n  diugh  ann  ach  ciobair  stiallach, 
'S  gur  duibhe  'mheuran  na  sgiath  na  ròcais. 

Chaidh  gach  àbhaist  a  chur  air  fuadach, 
Cha  chluinn  thu  gruagach  ri  duan  no  òran 

Nach  bochd  an  sgeul  e  gu  'n  d'  shearg  ar  n-uaislean, 
'S  na  balaich  shuarach  n'  an  àitean-còmhnuidhl 

'N  uair.  a  chi  mi  na  lagain  àluinn, — 

'A  h-uile  h-àiridh  'dol  fas  le  coinnich, 
Fo  bhadain  chaoi-ach  le  'n  uain  'g  an  ai'ach, 

Cha-n  fhaod  mi  ràdhtainn  nach  b'  fhùidhe  Tòmas.* 


O  R  A  N  . 

Air  Fonn  : — "  0  !  ho  na  daotne  trvaglia. 

'Direadh  a  mach  ri  Beinnshianta, 
Gur  cianail  tha  mo  smuaintean. 

A'  faicinn  na  beinne  'n  a  fàsaich, 
'S  i  gun  àiteach  air  a  h-uachdar. 

*  Fiiisueaehd  Thomais  : — 

"  Cuiridh  a'  chaura  an  soc  as  an  talamh, 
Bi'dh  meall  òir  'am  bun  gach  gliune, 
'S  Albainn  'n  a  criosan  geala." 
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'Sealltuinn  a  sìos  thar  a'  bhealaicli 

'S  ann  agamsa  tha  'n  sealladh  fuarraidh. 

'S  lionmlior  bothan  bochd  gun  àird  air, 
Air  gach  taobh  'n  an  làraich  uaine; 

Agus  fàrdacli  'tha  gun  mhuUach, 
'Us  na  thulaich  aig  an  f  huaran. 

Far  an  robli  'n  teiiie  's  na  pàisdean 
'S  ann  is  àirde  dh'  fhàs  an  luachair. 

Far  an  cminnicheadh  na  h-ai-muinn 
Feucli  a'  chaora  bhàn  le  'h-uan  ann. 

Ach,  'fhir  shanntaich  'rinn  an  drocli-blieairt, 
Liuthad  teaghlach  bochd  a  ghluais  thu  ! 

'S  iomadh  dilleaclidan  'tha  'n  ganntar, 
Agus  banntrach  a  tha  truagh  leat. 

An  dall,  an  seann  duine',  's  an  oinid, 
'Toirt  am  mallachd  air  do  bhuaireas. 

Smuaintich  fein  'n  uair  theid  thu  null  bh'  iiainn 
INIar  bheir  Righ-nan-dùl  do  dhuais  duit. 

B'  fhearr  gu-n  cuimhnicheadh  tu  truth  air 
Mu-n  tugadh  am  bàs  do  'n  uaigh  thu. 

An  ceannaich  thu  le  beaii-teas  tròcair  ] 
Cha  dean  or  gu  bràth  a  bhuannachd. 

'Bheil  thu  'n  diiil  gu-m  faigh  thu  sact'saiiin 
Leis  na  caoirich  's  do  chuid  bhuailteau. 

B'  fhearr  dhuit  beannachdan  an  f heumnaicli 
D'  an  tugadh  tu  'n  deii'c'  'an  uaigneas. 

B'  fhearr  a  bheannachdan  le  diiraclidj 
Cridhe  briiite  'g  an  cuir  suas  dhuit. 

Ge  b'e  ait  am  faigh  iad  fearann 
Mile  beannachd  leis  na  ghluais  thu. 


Dhùmhlaicli  an  ceò  air  Beinnshianta, 
Thug  a'  ghrian  a  sios  an  cuan  oirr'. 

Thainig  duiblire  air  an  iarmailt, 

'S  cuii'idh  mise  criocli  ri  m'  dliuanaig. 


O  R  AN. 

Air  Foxn  : — "  Tlioir  a  nail  dhuinn  am  JBotal." 

Trom  tiamliaidli  mo  cliridhe  aig  imeachd  troimli  'n  ghleann 
Gun  cliòmliail,  gun  chomneamh,  ged  'si'n  Nollaig  a  tli'ann, 
Le  m'  sliiiil  air  an  f  liàsacli,  's  na  làraicliean  lorn, 
Far  am  faca  mi  'n  Gàidlieal  ri  àbhaclid  le  sunnd. 

Cha-n  fhaic  mi  ann  duine,  ach  cluinnidh  mi  'n  Gall 
A'  sgriacliail  r'a  chuilein  air  a'  mliuUach  ud  thall ; 
'S  chi  mi  na  caoiricli,  's  muilt  mbaola  nacli  gann, 
'An  elite  nan  curaidh  's  nan  cruinneagan  donn. 

Cha  chluinn  mi  's  cba-n  fhaic  mi  na  b'  aithne  dhomli  uair, 
Ach  na  cnocan  's  na  h-easan,  's  na  creagan  ud  shuas  ; 
Bu  chaomh  learn  an  sealladh  aon  choileach  air  dim, — 
Ged  a  b'  èigin  domh  bhreabadh,  cha  bu  bheag  orm  an  oil. 

Ag  ionndrainn  nam  feara,  a'  cheathairne  choir, 
A  bheireadh  dhomh  cuireadh  le  furan  gun  ghò  ; 
Cha  chluinn  mi  's  cha.-n  fhaic  mi  na  fleasgaichean  òg', 
'Dol  cruinn  air  an  achadh  le  'n  camain  'n  an  dòrn. 

'8  iad  a'chuireadh  an  iomain  's  a  leanadh  i  teann ; 
Cho  luath  ri  buic  earba  feadh  garbhlach  nam  beann, — 
A  bhuaileadli  na  buillean  gu  curanta,  cruaidh, 
A'  comh-stri  ri  'chèile  gun  bhrèine,  gnn  ghruaim. 

'N  uair  a  sgaoileadh  an  comunn  an    deighinn  trà-nòin, 
'S  a  shuidheadh  gach  buidheann  gu  subhach  mu  'n  lihòrd, 
Bhiodh  seanfhear  an  tighe,  na  mnathan,  's  a'  chlann, 
Ag  Ò1  air  a  cheUe  gmi  èislean,  gun  ghreann. 
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Am  sònruiclit'  de  'n  oidliche  'n  uair  racbadli  iad  cruinn, 
Bu  shunndach  's  ba  chridheil  an  fhidheal  a'  seinn  ; 
Na  gruagaichean  teisteil  's  na  fleasgaichean  treun, 
A'  dannsadh  gu  h-iiinealt  's  ri  mireag  gun  bheud. 

Greis  roimli  dheireadh  na  li-oidhche  'n  uair  a  sguii'eadh 

a'  chuirm, 
'S  a  shuidheadh  an  còmhlan  gu  stòlda  air  na  fuirm, 
Gu-m  b'  èibhinn  'bhi  'g  eisdeachd  nan  eideagan  grinn, 
'Togail  nan  luinneag  cho  milis  's  cho  binn. 

Tha  mise  'n  so  'm  ònraclid  ag  imeaclid  troimli  'n  ghleanu, 
Mo  shiiil  air  an  fhàsach  le  làraicliean  lorn, 
B'e  'n  t-ioghnadh  na-n  cinneadh  mo  chridhe  clio  fuar, 
'8  nach  tigeadli  a'  mliuinntir  'am  chuimbne  's  an  uair. 


TUIREADH. 

'S  trom  mo  glileus  air  an  stiichd 

Anns  an  fheasgar  chiibliraidh,  Chèit'; 

Dealt  nan  sjieur  a'  teannadh  dlùtli, 
Inneil  chiùil  'am  bàrr  gacli  geig'. 

Chrom  a'  ghrian,  tha  'n  iarmailt  ruadli, 
Air  cuan  mòr  nan  stuadhan  àrd  ; 

Feucli  an  long  ag  èiridh  suas, — 
Mar  thannasg  fuar  i  seach  a'  snag. 

Tha  'n  oidhche  'teachd  le  trusgan  ciar, — 
Tha  'n  àirde  'n  iar  air  dol  'n  a  smàl ; 

Thrèig  an  tèis  bha  'm  beul  gach  ian, 
Gidheadh  cha-n  'eil  mi  'triall  o  'n  àird. 

Tha  gach  diiil  's  gach  cuileag  fhaoin 
Air  gach  taobh  a'  gabhail  tàimh  ; 

Ach  mise  'am  shlneadli  anns  an  fhraocli, 
Fo  iomairt  smaointean  baoth  gun  stà. 


O'n  a  thàinig  mi  do  'n  t-saoglial 
'S  beag  a  rinn  mi  'smaointean  glic  ; 

Mar  bhlàtli  cluaraiii  air  an  raon, 
'Ghluaiseas  leis  gacli  gaoith  a  tliig. 

Gidheadh  tha  smaointean  tiamJiaidli,  bochd 
'Nochd  a'  mosgladh  ann  am  chridh', 

Tha  mar  fliàsaich  falamh,  fuar, 
'S  e  gun  luaidh  air  neach  no  ni. 

Clia-n  'eil  agam  leannan  gaoil, 

No  caraid  caomh  agam  fo  'n  glirein, — 

Cha-n  'eil  agam  bean  no  clanii, 

No  neach  a  b'  annsa  learn  na  'chèil'. 

Araliuil  mar  bhriiid  air  a  mhàgh, 

Gun  eagal  Dhè,  gun  ghràdh,  gun  diiil ; 

Cha-n  'eil  cùram  air  mo  chrìdh', 
'S  mi  gun  ni  's  an  cuir  mi  ùigli. 

Ard-Righ  nam  feart  tionndam  riut, 
'S  air  mo  ghliiinibh  guidheam  ort, — 

Deònaich  dhòmhsa  cridhe  nuadh, — 
Eisd  ri  m'  iirnuigh  thruaigh  an  nochd. 

Doirt  a  nuas  do  Spiorad  caomh,— 

Ris  an  t-saoghal  bheiream  ciil ; 
Dhuit  a  mhàin,  O  !  thugam  gaol, 

'N  ad  Aon  Mhac  fein,  O  !  cuiream  diiil. 

Eisd,  a  Shlànuighii-  nam  buadh, 

Ei  iirnuigh  thruaigh  a'  teachd  o  m'  chridh' 
Tha  mo  cheum  air  slighe  'bhàis, 

'Triath  nan  gràsan  sàbhail  mi. 
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O  R  A  ]sr . 

Tlia  na  siantan  air  caochladh,  tha  'n  saoglial  fo  sprochd, 
Chuii-  an  cloineann  fhuar,  fliiadhaich  an  ianlaidh  'n  an  tosd; 
Tha  sneachda  trom,  dòmhail  a'  còmhdach  nam  beann, 
A'  lionadh  nan  glacan,  's  a'  tacadli  nan  allt, 
'8  mise  'feitlieamh  an  aisig  aig  carraig  a'  chaoil, 
Ri  smaointean  air  abhachd  nan  làithean  a  dh'  aom. 

Ann  an  làithean  ar  n-òige  dol  an  còmhail  an  t-sluaigh, 
Cha  sheall  sinn  acli  faoin  air  mar  dh'  aomas  iad  'uainn  ; 
Cha  tig  e  'n  ar  smaointinn  oho  goirid  's  tha  'n  dàil, 
Gus  am  briichd  gach  leòn  oirnn  g'  ar  lùbadh  gu  làr, 
Gun  chiiram,  gun  eislein  aig  teumadh  air  taobh, 
Ar  h'lithean  a'  snag  uainn  gun  àireamh  air  aoii. 

'N  uair  a  luidheas  an  aois  oirnn  's  a  dh'  aognas  ar  snuagh, 
Ar  ciabh  'dol  an  tainead,  agus  smal  air  ar  gruaidh, 
Bidh  teugmhail  'n  an  còmhlain  a'  còmhradh  gu  truagh, 
Agus  càirdean  ar  n-òige  air  sòmhladh  's  an  uaigh, 
'S  ann  an  sin  bhios  ar  cridhe  Ian  mulaid  'us  guoid, 
Hi  smaointean  air  abhachd  nan  làithean  a  dh'  aom. 

O  !  Ard-Righ  na  cruinne,  ceann-uighe  ar  dùil, 

Air  an  t-sneachda  fhliuch,  fhionnar  dhuit  alUbasmi  glun; 

'S  guidheam  gu-n  òrduich  thu  dhòmhsa  gu  glic, 

'Bhi  'cuimhneachadh  d'òrduigh'n  gu  h-umhal  's  gu  trie, 

Chum  'n  uair  chriochnaicheas  m'  astar  ann  an  glacaibh  an 

aoig, 
Nach  cuimhnich  thu  m'  fhàilinn  anns  na  h'dtliean  a  dh' 

aom. 
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TUIREADH. 

Tha  mulad  orm,  tha  mulad  orm, 
Tha  cudthrom  air  mio  chliabli 
'Am  shineadh  air  an  tulaicli  gliiiirm, 
Air  m'  iiilinn  amis  an  t-sliabli, 
A'  dearcadli  far  a'  mhnllaich  so 
Air  a'  glileann  's  an  d'  rugadh  mi, 
'Cuimhneachadh  na  bliuiiieadh  dliomli, 
'S  gacli  duine  dhiubh  air  triall. 

'S  iomadli  ògfhear  curanta 
A  chunnaic  mi  's  a'  glileann, 
Gu  lùthar,  làidir,  fulangach, 
Gun  uireasbhuidli,  gun  mheang  ; 
Bu  chaoimhneil,  càirdeil,  duineil  iad, 
Gu  bàigheil,  pàirteacli,  furanach, 
An  sàr  dhuin'  nasal  urramacli 
'N  a  churaidh  air  an  ceaiin. 

'K  uair  chruinnicheadli  an  còmlilan  ud 

An  deigh  trà-nòin  £o  bbeus, 

Gii-m  b'  fhonnar,  binn  na  b-òigheanan 

A'  tc'iseadh  ceòl  nan  teud  : 

Clia-n  loghnadh  mi  'bbi  'g  osnaich, 

'S  mo  chridhe  'bhi  's  a'  phlosgartaicli. 

Air  n-;iile  gur  a  coltach  mi, 

E.Ì  Oisein  'n  deigh  na  Fèiiin'. 

Tha  mulad  orm,  tha  mulad  orm, 

Gur  duine  mi  gun  toirt, 

A'  cuimhneachadh  air  m'  uireas'aibh 

Cha-n  urra  dhomh  'bhi  'tosd, 

'Am  aonaran  's  an  t-saoghal  so. 

Gun  phruip,  gun  taic',  gun  daoiii'  again, 

'S  mi  air  an  udail  fhaontraighe, 

Mar  fhaoilein  feadh  nam  port. 
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Tha  dealt  na  h-oidhche  'driighadh 
Air  na  dh'  fhuiricli  orm  de  m'  cliiabh  ; 
Tha  'n  speur  a'  noclidadh  rionnagan 
Gu  tiugli  an  ear  's  an  iar  • 
Ag  eiiidh  far  na  tulaich  gliuirm, 
A  thearnadh  leis  na  miillaichean  ! 
Tha  mulad  orm,  tha  miilad  orm, — 
Cha-n  urra  mi  'chur  dhiom. 


O  E,  A  N  . 
Air  Fonn  : — "  yl  nociid  gur  faoin  mo  chadal  domli,^^ 
'S  uain'  an  f hòid  fo'n  d'  adhlaic  iad 

An  ainnir  chaomh  's  an  iiir, 
Le  sòljhraichean,  's  le  neòineinean, 

Am  measg  nam  feòirnein  dlùth  ; 
Ach  spiolam  'nuas  an  fheanntag  so, 

Cho  coimheach,  feanntaidh,  gnu, — 
Cha  shamhladh  air  an  ainnir  thu, 

'G  an  robh  an  aigne  chiiiin. 

Cha  shamhladh  air  an  ainnir  thu 

'G  an  robh  an  aigne  chiiiin, 
Nach  deanadh  lochd,  's  nach  tugadh  beum^ 

Nach  nochdadh  eud  no  tnù; — 
Bha  seirc,  'us  gràdh,  'us  bàighealachd 

Gu  h-uilidh  ann  ad  ghniiis. 
Co  'chunnaic  thu  gun  ghaol  thoii't  duit  % 

Co  'bhruidhneadh  ort  gun  chliii  1 

'S  trom  an  diugh  mo  smaointinean, 

A'  cuimhneachadh  aig  d'  uaigh. 
Am  feasgar  ciiiin  a  dhealaich  sinn 

Le  beannachdan  'g  an  luaidh  ; 
Cha  robh  lochd  'n  ar  conaltradh, 

No  brosgal,  cleith,  no  cluain  ; 
Ach  seirc,  'us  gràdh,  le  ceanalas, 

'Us  carantachd  le  stuaim. 
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Bu  gliearr  an  ùiii'  'n  a  dheigh  sin 

'N  uair  thàinig  sgeul  a  bhròin, 
Nach  fhaiceamaid  ri  'i-  maireann  thu 

Air  thalamh  anns  an  f  heòil ; 
Tha  do  chre  's  an  duslach, — 

Tha  mis'  an  so  gun  treòir, 
'Am  dhuine  tuisleacli,  euslainteach, 

Am  slieasamh  crom  aig  d'  f  hòid. 

'Am  slieasamh  crom  a'  dearcadh. 

Air  na  leaclidan  'tha  mu-n  cuairt, 
Le  m'  chiabhan  liath  air  tanachadh, 

'S  a'  ghailionn  air  mo  shnuadh  ; 
Tha  'n  Aois  a'  teachd  am  fagus  dhomh, 

A'  Ijagradh  orm  gu  truagh, 
Le  mile  gaoid  'us  an-shocair, 

'G  am  theannadh  ris  an  uaigh. 

Chi  mi  thar  a'  mhonaidh  \\d 

Air  coimhead  os  mo  chionn, 
An  duibhre  air  na  muHaichean, 

'S  an  rionnag  a'  tighin  dliith  ; 
Tha  dealt  na  h-oidhch'  a'  tèarnadh  orm, — 

Cha  leir  dhomh  nis,  fo  m'  sliiiil, 
Cho  uain'  's  tha  'n  fhòid  fo  'n  d'  adhlaiceadh 

An  ainnir  chaomh  's  an  iiir. 


BIDH  MI  GA  D'  CHAOIDH. 

Seisd. — Ho  ro,  gu'm  bi  mi  gad'  chaoidh  ri  m'  bheo, 
Ged  'threig  thu  mise  cha  lugh  'd  orm  thu  ; 
Na'n  tigeadh  tu  fhathast  bu  tu  m'  aighear  's  mo 

riin, 
'8  na  'm  faishinn  do  litir  jju'n  ruiginn  thu  nùnn. 
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Thoir  an  t-soraidli,   ceud  soraiclh,   thoir  an  t-soraiclh   so 

uam, 
A  dh'  ionnsuidh  nam  porta  tliar  osnaich  a'  chuain, 
Far  an  d'  fhàg  mi  mo  leannan,  caol-mhala  gun  gtruaim, 
'S  gur  ciibhraidh'  learn  d'  anail  na  'n  caineal  'ga  bhuain, 

'S  'n  uair  ràùiig  mi  'n  cladach  blia  m'  aigne  fo  phràmli 
A'  cumlia  na  maighdinn  a's  caoimbneile  gràdb. 
'S  'n  uair  ghabh  mi  mo  chead  di  air  feasgar  Di-màLrt 
Gu  'n  deach'  mi  'n  tigh-òsda  a  dh-òl  a  deoch-slàint'. 

'S  e  so  an  treas  turas  dhomb  fein  a  bbi  falbb, 

A  db'  ionnsuidb  na  luinge  le  sgiobair  gun  cbearb, 

Le  còmblan  maitb  gbillean  nacb  tilleadb  roimb  stoirm  ; 

'S  na  'mbiodb  agam  botal  gu  'n  cosdinn  sud  oirbb. 

Ged  tbèid  mi  gu  danns',  cba  bbi  sannt  agam  dba, 
Cba  'n  fbaic  mi  tè  ann  a  ni  sambladb  do  m'  gbràdb  ; 
'N  iiair  dbireas  mi  'n  gleann,  bidb  mi  sealltain  an  àird, 
Pti  diitbaicb  nan  beann,  's  a  bbeil  m'  annsacbd  a'  tàmh. 

Bbeir  i  bàrr  air  na  ceudan  an  te  'tba  mi  'sealg, — 
I  'n  gniiis  mar  an  reul  a  bbeir  leus  fad'  air  falbb, 
Mar  ròs  air  a'  mbeangan,  tba  'n  ainnir  'n  a  dealbb, 
'S  ged  sgàineadb  mo  cbridbe,  cba  'n  innis  mi  'b-ainm. 


SEINN    AN   DUAN   SO,    HUG   lEI    HU    O. 

Seinn  an  duan  so,  bug  iri  bii  o, 

Do'm  cbailin  dualaicb,  bug  o  ro  i, 

A's  deirge  gruaidbean  's  a's  duinne  cuailein, 

'S  gur  lionmbor  buaidh  a  th'air  luaidb  mo  cbridb'. 
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'S  ann  Di-Màirte  bho  clieadh'  Locli-Aluinn, 
A  dh'flialbh  mo  glmidh-sa  le  l)àt'  na  sniùid  ; 
Bu  lixath  a  ceiim  'dol  gu  tìr  na  Beurla, 
'S  tha  mi  £o  èislean  air  bheagan  sunnd. 
Seinn,  etc. 

'S  giir  anil  le  bàta  nan  roitliean  làidir, 
'S  nan  cuibhlean  pràis  's  iad  a  glinàth  'ciir  sti'ith  ; 
Fear  ga  'stiùradh  gu  làidir,  lùglimbov, 
'S  e  'deanamh  iìiil  dhi  gu  Diùra  sliios. 
Seinn,  etc. 


Gur  h-ioma  pencag  a  chi  thu'n  Glaschu, 
Le'n  èideadh  maiseach  's  le'm  fasan  ìir ; 
'S  ami  bhios  tu,  eudail,  mar  reult  iia  maidne 
'Cur  iieul  le  airsneul  air  dreacli  an  gnùis. 
Seinn,  etc. 

'S  truagli  nach  robli  mi  leat  tliall  an  Eirinn, 
'Us  m'aitribh  fèin  an  taobh  thall  do'n  cliuan — - 
Dh'aithnicliinn  m'eudail  am  measg  naii  ceudan, 
'Us  i  mar  Blièiius  ag  èirigli  suas. 
Seinn,  etc. 

Tha  do  chòmhradli  gu  blasda,  binii  leam, 
Pòg  is  millse  na  mil  an  fliraoich, 
D'  anail  chìibliraidh  'tha  mar  na  h-ùblilan, 
Tigh'ii  rèidli,  gun  tùchan,  o  d'  mhuineal  caoin. 
Seinn,  etc. 

'S  tlia  do  shìiilean  mar  na  smeuran, 
Mar  ròs  an  gàradh  tha  do  dhà  gliruaidh, 
Mar  clioinnle  cèire,  's  iad  laist'  le  clièile — 
'S  gu  'n  aitlinicliinn  ra'eudail  aui  nieasg  an  t-sluaigli ! 
Seinn,  etc. 


Tè  eil'  fo  'n  glirèm  clia  'n  'eil  ri  fhaicinn, 
Is  bòidhche  maise  na  bean  mo  ghaoil  ! 
Dà  sLìiil  mhiogach,  mlieallacli,  Jionta, 
Fo  'n  rosg  sliioblialt,  dh'fhag  m'inntinn  faoin. 
Seinn,  etc. 

'S  trie  a  bha  mi  fo  sgàil  nan  craobh  leat, 
'TJs  lagan  fraoich  air  gacli  taobh  dhinn  fhìn, 
Bu  leam  do  chòmbradh  's  le  d'  dlieòin  do  phògan, 
'S  tha  mi  fo  leòn  blio'n  là  dh'fhàg  thu'n  tir ! 
Seinn,  etc. 


DO'N  OLLA.  IAIN  MACLACHUINN,  NACH 
MAIREANN, 

A    CIIAOCIIAIL     's  a'     bhliadhna,     1874. 

Le  Donnachadh  Mac  a'  Phkarsain. 

Air  Fonn  : — "  Mort  Ghlirme-Comhunn." 

Fhxiair  mi  naigheachd  do  bhàis  ; 

'S  ioma  h-aon  a  bhios  cràiteach  g'a  luaidh  ; 

Sàr  cheann-feadhna  nan  Gàidheal 

'N  diugli  bhi  g'a  chàradh  's  an  uaigh. 

Bu  tu  lighicli'  na  slàinte, 

'Dheanadli  cobhair  air  each  a  bliiodh  truagli ; 

Ocli  !  mo  sgai-adh,  's  mo  chràdh-lot, 

Gun  d'rinn  thu  ar  fàgail  cho  luath. 

'N  iiair  a  thàinig  a'  clirìoch  ort 

'S  a  cliualas  tliu  'shaoi  bhi  giui  deò, 

Bu  mhòr  mulad  do  chàii-dean 

Trom  dubhacli,  gun  mhànran,  gun  clieòl; 
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Do  phiuthar  euslainteach ,  aosda 
Gun  fluirtachd  no  faocliaclh,  g'  a  leòn, 
'Bualadli  bhasan  's  a'  caoineadli — 
Cliuii'  an  tuireadh  ud  gaoir  ann  am  flieòil. 

'S  ann  air  Ceadh'  Thobar-mlioii-e 

A  bha  'm  bròn  aig  luchd  comuinn  do  ghaoil ; 

Bba  na  bochdan  gu  h-àraidh 

Ag  osnaicb,  's  bu  chràiteach  an  glaodli; 

Chruinnich  maitbean  an  àite, 

Le  onair  'cur  àird  aii'  an  aog; 

'S  ghleidb  iad  siiil  air  a'  bbàta 

'Dol  gu  Fionnairidli  sàbbailt'  troimh  'n  chaol, 

'S  ann  's  a'  Chnoc  'chaidb  do  cliàradh, 
Anns  an  uir  a  bha  nàdurr'  do  d'  sheòrs', 
Taobh  a'  Chaoil  's  am  bi  'chàlacb, 
'S  na  luingis  fo  Ian  an  cuid  seòl. 
Tha  thvi  'd  cbliii  'dh'  Earraghàidheal, 
'S  do  'n  dùtbaich  a  dh'  àraich  thu  òg, 
'S  fad  's  a  bhruidhneas  sinn  Gàidhlig, 
Cumar  cuimhn'  air  do  bhàrdachd,  le  ceòl. 

'S  ann  's  a'  Mhorairne  Ghleannaich 

Fhuair  thu  d'  àrach  a'  d'  leanabh  's  tu  òg, 

An  Rathuaidhe  nan  Hasan 

'S  an  cinneadh  na  measan  's  am  pòr — 

An  gleann  neòineineach,  sgiamhach, 

'S  uaine  lurach  a  lianagan  feòir 

A's  aosda  craobhan  fo  iadh-shlait 

'S  na  h-eòin  ag  airsinn  gu  lionmhor  'n  a  meòir. 

Do  chridhe  mòr  duineil,  eàirdeil, 
A'  soillse  mar  ghrein  ann  ad  chliabh, 
Fear  do  dh'  oiglireachan  naduh- 
Mar  chluaran  crùint'  àillidh  nan  sliabh, 
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Tliuit  ort  cleòca  na  bàrdaclid — 
Dìleab  Oisein  a  clh'  fliàg  e  o  chian; 
Bha  thu  leirsinneach,  fiosracli, 
'S  clia  b'  i  'ghèii'e  gun  tuigse  do  mliiann. 

'S  ionia  te  a  thug  gaol  dhuit, 

'S  cba  b'  ann  miodalach,  faoiii  a  bha  'n  gràdh, 

Rinn  thu  'n  cridheachan  aomadh, 

'S  iad  ail'  mhire  gu  d'  fhaotainn  air  làimh; 

Sgaoil  na  lasraichean  gaoil  ud, 

Mar  fhaluisg  ri  fraoch  nam  beann  àrd; 

O'n  's  ann  diomhain  bha  'n  saothair 

Chunnt  iad  aighear  an  t-saoghail  na  chràdh. 

'N  am  suidhe  's  tigh-thàii*ne, 

'N  uair  'chruinnicheadh  na  Gàidheil  mu  'n  bhòrd^ 

'Cur  mu  'n  cuairt  na  deoch-slàinte, 

'S  tu  'dheanadh  a  pàigheadh,  's  a  h-òl ; 

'Sunndach  'sheinneadh  tu  'n  duanag. 

Le  botal  'us  cuach  ann  ad  dhòrn 

'N  uair  bhiodh  bodaich  do  dhutlicha, 

'S  an  cridhe  g'a  mhuthchadh  le  bròn. 

Smeòracli  cheòlmhor  Chloinn-Lachuinn 

'S  trie  chuir  aighear  an  tighean  a'  bhròin, 

A'  seinn  mar  eòin  eadar  chrannaibh 

'Maduinn  Chèitein  's  a'  bharrach — be  'n'ceòl ! 

Crùn  lurach  nam  fiiiran, 

Tha  cliù  ort  a  d'  dhuthaich  bho  d'  big,' 

Gnùis  àillidh  an  fhiùrain, 

'S  ioma  te  leis  'm  bu  chliùiteach  do  phòg. 

Ged  is  dàna  dhomh  labhairt, 

Mu  mhaitheas  'us  flaitheas  an  Eigh, 

Tha  mi  'n  dochas  le  aighear 

Nach  robh  amhuinn  lordain  dhuit  cli — 
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Oii-n  do  threòraicli  an  Slànuighear 
Troiinh  gheata  nan  gràs  thu  le  sith 
Am  uieasg  mhilltean  do-àireamli 
A'  sheinn  air  a  ghràdh  'tha  gun  chriocli 
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